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Qu- O thou well ski Win curfe 5 ,ftay a while, 

And teach me how to curfc mine enemies. 

Qu.Mar . Forbeare to ficepe the nights and faft the dales, 
Compare dead happinefte with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they werfj 
Andhethatflew themfonler then he is, 

Bettring thy lode makes the bad caufer vvorfe, 1 
Rcuoluing this, will teach thee how to curie. • 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Q^/k/.Thy woes wilmake them {harp, & pierce like mine. 
T>x. Why Ihouldcalamitie be full of words? Exit Mar,. 
Q*. Windic atturnies to your C liervt woes, 

Ac lie fucceeders of inteftate ioies, 

Poore breathing Orators of miferies, 

Lcf them haue fcope,thoUgh what they do impart, 

Helpe not at all, yet do they cafe the heart. 

‘Due. Iffojthen be not tpong- tide, go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmother 
My damned fonne, which thy two fvveet fonnesfmotherd, 

I heare his drum,bc copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter Ktrg Richard marching with drnmmet 
andTrumpett. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition# 

Duch. A fhe.that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed worribe. 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Q h. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The flaughtcr of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my two'fonncs, and brothers: 

Tell me thouvillainc daue, where are my children? 
7)«ci&.Thofl rode, thoutode, where is thy brother Clarence H 
And little Ned Plahtagenet, his fonne? 

Qu. Where is 1 kind ffM^ingi\Riiiirt t Kddghau,Gra)i 
King. A flourilh trumpets ,ftrike alarum dmiiraes, ? 

Let not the heauens heare thefetehtale wbn.enn - 

Railc on tWliofds anhoirited: Strike 1 fay. The trumpc 

Either be patient, and intr cat me faire, r m * 



Ot with the clamorous report of war: 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

•Dm. Art thou my fonne? 

King. I, I thank God, my father and your fclfe, 

Dm, Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch of your condition. 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Dm. I will be mild and gentle in my fpecch. 

Kin , And briefe good mother for 1 am in haft. 

Dm. Art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

Godknowes in anguifh,paineand agonic. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you? 

Du. No by the holy rootle thouknowft it well. 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grecuous burthen w as thy byrth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightful, defpcrate,wilde, and furious: 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous* 

Thy age confirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,trccherous. 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That euer grack me in thy companie s 
70. Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald your grace 
Tobreakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo difgratious in your fight, . , : . . 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dm. O heare me fpeake,for I Hi all neuer fee the more. 
King. Come, come.you are too bitter. 

Either thou wilt die by Gods juft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neuer looke vppn thy face againet 
Therefore take with tliiee my moft heauie curfc,, 

Whichiin the day of battaile tire thee more. ; 

Thenall the complcat armor that thqgyvearft. 

My praiers on the adueife partie fight,, . 

And there the little foulcs of Ed wards children, ' 

Whifpcr the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promifethem fuccefic and vnflorie, 
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